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"Do you know why they brought my son and his friends
to court? I'll tell you, and you can believe the heart of a
mother, and her grey hair. They brought them to court
for the simple reason that they told people the truth! And
yesterday I found out there is no one who can deny this
truth—no one!"
The crowd grew and was silent, forming a ring of liv-
ing bodies about the woman.
"Poverty, hunger and disease—that's what people get
for their work! Everything is against us—all of our lives,
day after day, we give our last ounce of strength to our
work, always dirty, always fooled, while others reap all
the joy and benefits, holding us in ignorance like dogs
on a chain—we don't know anything; holding us in fear
—we're afraid of everything! Our lives are just one long,
dark night!"
"That's right," came the dull response.
"Shut her mouth for her!"
At the back of the crowd the mother noticed the spy
and two gendarmes, and she hastened to hand out the
last leaflets. But when her hand reached into the suitcase,
it touched somebody else's hand.
"Take them, take them," she said as she bent over.
"Get away!" shouted the gendarmes, pushing the peo-
ple aside. The  crowd   reluctantly  gave  way,  pressing
against the gendarmes and holding them back, perhaps
without even wanting to. The people  were  irresistibly
drawn to the grey-haired woman with the large candid
eyes in a kindly face. Isolated in life,  torn away from
•   each other, they now found themselves together here,
listening with deep feeling to the flaming words which
perhaps many of these hearts, hurt by life's injustice, had
long been searching for. Those who were  nearest the
mother stood silent, their eyes fixed on hers with eager
attention, and she could feel their warm breath on her
face.
"Move on, old woman!"
"They'll grab you in a minute!"

